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"What the fuck?! 

"Phil, c'mon, it's not-" 

"No, what the actual fuck?!" 
"Phil" 


"How do you even fuck up that badly?? Fuck's sake, is it that hard tremember something as simple as ‘Phil 
Rudd?!" 


Cliff rolled his eyes, flopping onto the king bed in defeat as he just let the drummer rage at the television 
They'd just been flipping channels aimlessly when they came across the program Rock Goes to College, showing 
none other than the one and only AC/DC performing. They had to admit, it was pretty fun to re-watch some 
of their performances, it gave them a chance to really absorb the show and see what the fans loved about 
their playing so much. 

They only managed to catch the finale of their set list, the both of them in a jolly good mood at seeing how 


flawless they'd been playing Let There Be Rock, and how much the crowd had dug it. Then the credits rolled, 
and that's when Phil's mood had flipped. 


Because, for some reason, the show's producers had decided to credit Phil as ‘Philip Witschke' 
Cliff had giggled when he noticed it, but Phil. 

‘| mean, really, is it that hard tjust use the name | go by?" 

"At least it's still technically yer name though 


"God, don't remind me.." Phil groaned, flopping backwards onto the bed as he slung an arm over his eyes. Cliff 


shimmied closer to him, a soft grin spread across his face. 


"Aw don't be like that, there ain't nothin’ wrong with yer name." He reached out, tapping Phil on the nose 
playfully, chuckling as he watched the other's face contort in disapproval. 


"| don't even know how they came up with that fuckin’ bastard version of it..." 
"Well, would you have rather they used the full one?" Cliff snipped playfully, reaching out and tapping the 


drummer's nose again. Phil moved the arm that was over his eyes, a look of slight horror plastered onto his 


face. 
"Fuck no! Shit, I'd've punched more 'n a few lights out if they did that" 


"| don't think they'd even have room to fit all of it in anyway." Cliff said with a chuckle, and even Phil couldn't 
help but laugh a little bit. It was true, after all. 


“Sides, what's so bad about yer name anyway?" Phil sighed at the statement, rolling his eyes as the bass 
player beside him shifted onto his side, looking at him intently. 


"Seriously, | wanna know." 


The drummer was quiet for a moment, fishing a cigarette out of his pocket and lighting it up. Cliff remained 
quiet, just staring at him as he took a long drag off of the cigarette, lungs filling with the smoke and nicotine 


before it left again in an equally long exhale. 
"Sjust dumb No human being should be cursed with havin’ a name that long and that weird" 
"It ain't that weird, Phil." 


"Right, because ‘Philip Hugh Norman Witschke Rudzevecuis' is such a common name." Cliff simply shrugged 
beside him. 


"Just ‘cause it ain't common doesn't mean it's dumb ‘re weird, Phil. Besides, s'Lithuanian innit?" Phil just sighed 


again in response, taking another drag off the cigarette. 


"It could be Japanese fer all | fuckin’ care, still don't mean | gotta like it.." He handed the cigarette over to the 
bassist, who took a drag off of it himself. 


"Besides, lots ‘a immigrant families change their names. Y'know Harry Vanda?" 
"Yeah, what about ‘im?" 


"Well ‘is real name is Johannes Van-Den-something-‘re-other. Changed it so it'd be easier fer people and fer 


himself. Swhy | chopped mine down a bit." 


"Well, fair enough | guess." He said with a shrug, finishing off the cigarette before squashing the butt of it out 
in a nearby ashtray. 


The two of them fell quiet for a moment, Phil smug in the satisfaction of thinking he'd won the debate, but 
still irritated at the SNAFU with the credits on TV. He could feel the bass player's eyes on him still, and when 
he looked over at him, he had a grin on his face. 

"Oh, what now?" 


"Nothin: 


"C'mon, don't gimme that, what's it this time?" he wasn't sure if the giggle that he got for an answer was 


something he should worry about or not. 


"Yidon't look like a ‘Norman’. Cliff said with a cheeky grin, nose crinkling as it was given a firm flick by the 


drummer. 
"Now don't you start that crap." The drummer warned playfully. 


"But its true" 


" Cliff" 

"I mean, the face is all wrong, and I'd really picture a guy named Norman having a beard and grey hair." 
"l'm not kiddin’, Williams, knock it off ‘re you'll be sorry." 

‘Oh, and I'd've expected glasses too. Though you do have those readin’ glasses so maybe-" 


His sentence was cut into a scream when fingers suddenly found themselves between his ribs, tickling him 


through his shirt. Still, it didn't stop him from talking. 
"l-I m-m-mean h-HA! H.. H-Hugh | c-can s-seeEEEE! Buh... but N-N-Norman!?" 


‘Oh yeah? And just what makes your middle name so much better than mine?" Phil teased back, moving so 
that he had Cliff beneath him, the other fully at the mercy of his relentless tickling. He couldn't get an answer 
to his question, Cliff was too busy trying to remember to breathe in-between precision jabs of fingers 
between his ribs and to his stomach. 


"I bet it's somethin’ weird like Jacques, ‘re Melvin, ‘re Leroy." he kept teasing, amused at how the other's face 


continued to get redder and redder as he struggled for air, tears streaming down his face from the spasms. 


‘Or something girly like Lindsay" He said with a smirk, leaning in closer and tickling the other more intensely. 
‘Its Lindsay ain't it? | bet it isl" 


"|-I-| d-duh-daaAAAH"" He tried to get out, but couldn't find the words due to the tickle-induced spasms he 


was suffering. 


"What was that? | can't quite hear ya" Phil teased back, taking one of his hands away from tickling the bassist 
so he could snap his fingers. "Marion! That's what it's gotta be, yer middle name's Manion ain't it?" 


Having only one hand tickling him instead of two gave Cliff the break he needed to finally get a little bit of air 
in his lungs. "I-I-I | duh.. a-AHI | d-don't.. don't huh-have o-one!" 


It was such a strange statement that at first it almost didn't register for Phil, but either way, it was enough 
to make Phil stop and he leaned back on his knees. He stared at the bassist beneath him, dumbfounded as Cliff 
frantically tried to catch his breath; his face flushed red, his hair tussled, his shirt askew, and a lop-sided grin 


on his face. 


Funny, who'd have guessed that Cliff looked the same after a tickle fight as he did after doing the horizontal 


tango... 


"Say again?" 


"| don't... a-ah Jesus, g-gimme a minute.." he laughed out, his lungs and stomach burning after the ordeal. "| d- 


don't h- have a muh-middle n-name." 


Phil just cocked his head, dumbfounded as he just looked down at Cliff, who had managed the strength to prop 
himself up onto his elbows, still breathing heavily. 


"Yer shittin’ me." He was met with a shake of the head from the bassist, his earth-colored locks doing a 
swishing silkily as he did. 


"N-nope. Suh-straight up, | s-swear." 

"How the hell's that even possible?" 

“Guh-guess the parents th-thought that ‘Cliff was guh-good enough." He said with a shrug. 

Phil could only find a shrug of his own to respond with, his hands raising in an ‘Alright, whatever man’ type of 
gesture as he shimmied off of Cliff, flopping back against the bed. He slung an arm over his stomach, staring 
up at the ceiling. Meanwhile, Cliff rolled over onto his side, scooching closer to the drummer and he grinned 
when he saw Phil jolt, startled, as he gingerly laid an arm across his waist, poking a thumb beneath the 
waistline of his jeans and lightly tracing the rise of his hip bone. 

"I s'pose | just think yer lucky havin’ five names when | only got two." He heard the drummer groan, but he 
couldn't tell if it was from exasperation at this name business or because he was enjoying the continuous 
thumbing of his hip bone. He decided to rub just a little bit harder at the bone anyway, just in case. 

"If y'really want a middle name, then y'can have ‘Norman\." 

"| dunno, ‘Witschke' sounds pretty flashy...” 

"Pretty sure it's a last name though." 

"Aw, no fair, you get two last names and two middle names?" 

"| said y'can have ‘Norman, take it ‘re leave it mate." Phil snipped, taking in a sharp breath as he felt a 


thumbnail dig into hip, scratching along the length of the bone and back again. He couldn't stop his hips from 
twitching into the touch. 


They fell into silence for a little while, and Phil soon found himself squirming against the bed, his breath coming 
a little heavier than before. It wasn't that he was uncomfortable with the silence; it was just that a few more 


fingers had gotten beneath his jeans and they were strumming a bass line against his hip. 


"Well." Cliff finally said after a while, grinning as the drummer continued to squirm beneath his touch. "I guess 
‘Clifford Norman Williams’ does have kind of a nice ring to it." He said with a chuckle 


Phil cocked a grin at him, chuckling along himself before the sound arched into a startled cry as those fingers 
had suddenly drifted much further south. He closed his eyes, brows furrowing in thought before he let out an 
exasperated groan. 

"Shit, this' gonna be payback fer the ticklin’, innit?" 

"Well aren't you a smart cookie, Mr. Rudzevecuis?" 


"Oh, go fuck yerself." 


‘Mmm, ‘lil busy right now, thanks." He said with a smirk, leaning in to land a sharp nip at the other's collar 


bone. 
"Y'know what, Phil Rudd? You can be such an infant sometimes." 


Phil replied with a hammed-up grunt, unable to really find words at the moment, what with Cliff practicing 
bass riffs against sensitive parts of his skin. Very sensitive parts of his skin.. 


"They're just names Phil, don't get so worked up over ‘em." 


